Then he wanted to let me know and went to the emergency
address. But in the meantime die girl who had rented it had come
to the studio, where the police had been able to make her talk.
Felix was recaptured.

He is locked up like Lemasque in Vichy in the cellars of the
Hotel Bellevue which has been requisitioned by the Gestapo.

1 saw in the factory a young worker who spent eight months
without cause in die German quarter of the prison of Fresnes.
He has two ribs broken and he limps for life.

What is most unbearable according to him is the heavy smell
of pus which has spurted out over the walls of the cells.

"The smell of our tortured comrades/' he says.

I think of Lemasque. I tiiink of my old friend Felix.

News of Lemasque.

He was shut up in the same cellar as Felix, with handcuffs and
irons on his feet. Felix was considered the more dangerous. He
had aroused the savage fury of the Gestapo by outwitting them.
They questioned him the very first day. He did not return from
the questioning, but that night, by the light of the bulbs in the
ceiling, Lemasque saw Felix's corpse being dragged through the
corridor by a rope tied round the neck.

There were no longer eyes in his face, no lower jaw. Lemasque
was able to recognise him chiefly by die top of his bald head,
Felix la Tonsure. . . .

Lemasque was so afraid of undergoing the same tortures that
suddenly he knew diat he would escape.

He succeeded (he will never be able to say how) in undoing
the padlock diat fastened the irons to his ankles. With his hand-
cuffed hands he loosened the insecurely anchored bars of the
cellar vent and, feet first, he wriggled out. There he was in the
streets of Vichy with his hands still shackled. The only person he
knew in Vichy was a ministry clerk who lived in a commandeered
hotel. Lemasque had been to see him just once to obtain false
papers. In the streets over-run by patrols of gardes mobiles and
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